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BALL-BAND Canvos Sport Shoes sure 
make your feet feel "springy", and 
help give you more speed, more fun. 
They are QUALITY, inside and out! 
They fit right. They're washable. So 
look for the store where you see the 
famous Red Boll trade-mark. There 
you'll find America's finest Canvas 
Sport Shoes. 





Look for the Red Ball in 
i^k the Store and on the Sole 



Ball-Band 
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NAVY QUIZ 



1 THE DEEPEST KNOWN POINT „ 
IN ANY OCEAN IS'EMDEN DEPTH 
OFF THE. ISLAND OF 
MINDANAO, PHILIPPINES 





THE ORPE.R "MIND M3URHELM 
MEANS MIND YOUR OWN 
BUSINESS. 



& THE SCIENTIFIC INFORMATION 
DEVELOPED BY OUR WAVY 
DURING "THE. war has been 
GIVEN TO THE, LIBRARY Of CONGRESS. 
THEY IN TURN WILL ASSORT IT 
AND MAKE if AVAILABLE, 
TO THE- PUBLIC. 



3. HYDROPHOBIA 
IS THE. FEAO. 
,OF WATER,. 
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BATTLE OF THE NILE 

A "Warriors of the Sea' Story 
By Richard G. Kraus 



Napoleon's fleet teas out for 
blood 

Of this they "made no 
bones" 

But Admiral S el son vim in 

pursuit 
To send them to DAVEY 

JOiiES! 

THE LOOKOUT on the 
masthead of the H.M.S. 
Zealous strained hia eyes 
into the distance. Was it — 
yes. a sail, a tiny dot of 
white that flecked the Medi- 
terranean horizon! 

"Sail Ho!" the lookout 
shouted through cupped 
hands. 

The deck officer sprang to 
attention, shouted up at the 
lookout, "Can you make her 
out. man? What is she?" 

The lookout stared through 
his telescope at the far-off 
ship. 

"I — I think she's a ship-of- 
the-line . . ." Again he 
focussed the glass. "Yes, by 
Heavens — she's French!" 

"The French ! We've found 
'em!" the exultant cry rang 
out over the British frigate. 
"Signal man! Get the news 
hack to the flagship. Lord 
Nelson has waited long for 
this word I" 

From the II. M.S. Zealous 
to a nearby British vessel 
the news was relayed, and 
from there to another ship 
that bore it to Admiral 
Horatio Nelson's flagship, 
the Vanguard. 

Lord Nelson took the news 
with an impassive counten- 
ance, but his clenched fist be- 
trayed the excitement within 
him. 

"Caught them in Aboukir 
Bay. eh. Berry?" he said to 



one of his captains. "How 
many are they?" 

"A dozen ships-of-the-line, 
sir." Berry replied. "They're 
headed by the flagship Ori- 
ent, under the French Ad- 
miral Brueys !" 

"And how far are they 
from shore?" Nelson asked. 

"They're fifteen miles up* 
from Alexandria, sir, and a 
few miles off the coast." 

Nelson fell silent. It had 
been a long chase since May 
19. when he- had sailed in 
pursuit of the powerful 
French squadron. Bottled up 
in the harbor of Toulon they 
had been — a dozen mighty 
warships, fitted up with a 
staff of scientific experts and 
40,000 of Napoleon's finest 

Word had reached Great 
Britain, the safety of whose 
empire depended upon mas- 
tery of the seas, of the 
French fleet, and Lord Nel- 
son, at thirty-nine the na- 
tion's youngest officer of his 
rank, had been given the 
assignment of stopping the 
French before they could get 
clear, into the Mediterran- 
ean. He'd sailed at once, 
with three ships, but at once 
was too late; By the time 
he'd collected reinforce- 
ments. Admiral Brueys had 
gotten past Corsica and was 
heading down in a southerly 
route, toward Sicily and 
Naples. 

With the warnings of the 
British Admiralty ringing in 
his ears, Nelson had follow- 
ed in swift pursuit. He knew 
that Bonaparte was all- 
powerful on the continent of 
Europe. But who knew what 
goal he had set for this 
heavily manned and gunned 



fleet? Malta, Alexandria. 
Suez, and the richest prize 
of all—India! ' 

Through June and July, 
the British had chased the 
fast French craft, never 
learning their true position. 
Fugitive reports had reached 
Nelson; the Frenchman was 
seen at Malta. Naples. Syra- 
cuse, Sicily. And then, all of 
a sudden, he was seen no- 
where. Nelson gambled that 
■ he had gone to the eastern 
end of the Mediterranean, 
and the entire British fleet 
beat upwind toward Alex- 
andria. But when they got 
there, on June 28. no French, 
Back again the British went, 
combing, searching, praying. 
They left Syracuse on July 
25, and a week later, on 
August 1, 1798, the French 
fleet was sighted, anchored 
in Aboukir Bay, near Alex- 
andria. Nelson's hunch had 

"We'll have a battle this 
night," the young Admiral 
cried. Severly wounded the 
year before in the battle of 
Teneriffe, he had lost an eye 
and an arm! But he realized 
that the swiftest way to end 
the war then ravaging 
Europe was to catch and 
baitle the French aggressor. 

"Advise my captains. Sau- 
marez, Troubridge, Ball and 
Darby, that the battle plans 
we have discussed these past 
weeks will go into effect at 
once. We will join our 
forces in three squadrons!" 

As the British warships 
ploughed through the waves 
toward the distant French, 
Nelson paced up and down 
the quarter deck. The enemy 
could not possibly be reach- 
ed before nightfall. Knowing 



that his captains had no 
good charts of the tricky 
coastal waters, the Admiral 
realized that a night attack 
would be perilous. But he 
had no choice. The great 
French fleet could not be 
permitted to slip away into 
the darkness. 

As they approached the 
waters of Aboukir Bay, 
gradually slipping into battle 
formation, the British sailors 
made out the French ships, 
lying in a line parallel to the 
coast. 

"There's their flagship, the 
Orient," a young midship- 
man piped up. "She's a hun- 
dred-and-twenty gunner." 

"Aye," agreed a grizzled 
old tar. "And they've three 
eighties, heavier than any we 
have. But we've got Horatio, 
and where's the Frenchy to 
match him?" 

On the bridge Nelson 
frowned, studying the 
enemy's formation. True, the 
French had him outgunned. 
But they'd made the mistake 
of tying too far offshore. It 
would be possible for the 
British to turn their flank. 
and take them from both 
sides ! 

"Attack the enemy's van 
and center with all force!" 
had been the battle plan that 
Nelson had drilled into his 
captains in the days before 
the battle. "Two ships on 
one! Concentrate your force 
and crush them one at a 
time!" 

Now the British formation 
was complete — a single long 
battle column aimed at the 
van of the French ships. 

"Eleven fathoms !" the cry 
went back from the Zealous, 
first in the British column. 
"Still depth to maneuver 1" 

Lord Nelson smiled, on 
the bridge of the Vanguard 
as the first booming cannon- 
ades rang out. His ship was 
sixth in line. This gave him 
a chance to see what the first 
five of the English vessels 
had accomplished, and, if 
necessary, to lead the rest of 
the column in a new attack. 



But, as the Vanguard 
stormed in, under full rig- 
ging, Nelson saw that his 
strategy had worked. Eight 
of the British were concen- 
trating their fire on five 
French ships. The other 
French were unable to get 
up wind to help their com- 
rades, and were firing, al- 
most futilely from a distance. 

"We'll anchor here, Cap- 
tain Berry," Nelson snapped 
out a crisp order, "and con- 
centrate our fire on the 
Frenchman nearest us!" 

It was dark now, and the 
jagged orange flashes of 
gunfire filled the sea air. 
Overhead, the Vanguard's 
rigging and canvas was lash- 
ed by the French shot. But 
the English gave as good as 
they got, and, as four more 
vessels came up, the Alex- 
under, Swiftsure, Leander 
and Goliath, the battle noise 
rose to a mighty crescendo. 

Suddenly, a French shell 
smashed squarely on the 
Vanguard's bridge. 

"The Admiral! Lord Nel- 
son! He's been hit!" 

Captain Berry sprang for- 
ward and caught the falling 
body of his young command- 
er. Nelson had been severely 
wounded by a fragment of 
flying iron. The metal had 
caught him on the upper 
forehead, covering his face 
with blood, and slashing 
loose skin and flesh that 
hung down over his good 
eye. 

As Berry lifted Nelson, to 
bear him down to the cock- 
pit, where the wounded lay, 
he could hear the muttered 
words, "I am killed. Remem- 
ber me to my wife . . ." 

But, though bleeding prd- 
fursly and in wracking pain. 
Nelson refused to be attend- 
ed by the ship's surgeon be- 
fore his turn came. He would 
not have his rank give him 
precedence over the com- 
monest sailor who had been 
wounded before him. 

As he lay there, head prop- 
ped up, with the surgeon 
finally attending him, Lord 



Nelson demanded reports of 
the battle. 

Through the blood-stained 
bindings his insistent ques- 
tions came — "The Orient? 
Does she still fire back? 
What of the Bellerephon? 
And Saumarez! Where is 
he? Berry! Berry! Bring me 
reports!" 

As the word flashed down 
to the cockpit that the 
mighty French ship, the 
Orient, had been set on fire 
by the British, and had 
drifted out of action, help- 
less and with a third of her 
men casualties, Nelson called 
for his secretary. 

"Scott." he cried. "We'll 
send a dispatch to the Ad- 
miralty!" 

But the secretary was too 
agitated to take down the 
message. So Nelson, weak 
with loss of blood and almost 
completely blinded, took the 
pen in his own hand. He 
hesitated and then began 
with these words, "Almighty 
God has blessed his Ma- 
jesty's arms . . ." 

Through the night, word 
came in of the British tri- 
umphs. At a quarter to ten, 
the Orient had blown up 
completely and six of the 
leading French ships had 
struck their colors. By the 
next morning, nine ships-of- 
the-line had surrendered to 
Nelson and the French dis- 
aster was complete! Of all 
the proud warship that had 
sailed from Toulon harbor 
back in May, only three es- 
caped, under the command 
of Rear Admiral Villeneuve. 



IT WAS THE Battle of 
* the Nile — the turning 
point in a struggle against 
the oppression of Napoleon. 
And the man who felt the 
handclasp of death, whose 
genius and relentless stra- 
tegy had hunted down and 
defeated the French, was the 
man who would go on to 
smash them again, complete- 
ly, at Trafalgar — Lord Hora- 
tio Nelson I 
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IS A GREAT GAMEFISH.CAN 
BE FOUND IN WARM SEAS ALL. OVER 
THE WORLD.. .IT SPAWNS OFF CUBA, FEEDS ON 
MULLET, AND IS THE FASTEST FISH THAT SWIMS/ 



